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General Editor’s 


What are the latest development and produce of poetry in the world? 
Indeed, this is a pressing question for Chinese poets, since only a few 
of them could directly respond to a poem written in a foreign 
language, and in most cases, they have to read renditions of poems to 
gain some insight. Fortunately, quite a number of poetry periodicals 
run columns to introduce and transmit foreign poems via translations 
of them. However, it remains an arduous and almost impossible 
mission to represent the panoramic view of world poetry with only a 
pitiful few translated versions of the selected poems, some of which 
are not “contemporary” at all. 

On this occasion, I felt compelled to give its due honor to 
Rendition of International Poetry, formerly known as The World 
Poets Quarterly, the only multi-language quarterly of modern poems 
translation in the world. Since its first issue released in 1995, the 
periodical has run over 106 issues in nearly 30 years, introducing 
more than 4,000 poets to the readers and offering 11,000 translated 
versions of poems in 200,000 lines of 20 million words. It was 
through the introduction of Dr. Zhang Zhizhong, I personally came 
to know the executive editor-in-chief Dr. Zhang Zhi and the guiding 
principle for him to initiate this quarterly—“eclectic” for his poetry 
selection, therefore he had rallied around him world class poets, 
translators and professors, including Dr. Yu Haitao, Dr. Choi 
Laisheung and Dr. Rosemary C. Wilkinson as the founding fathers 
for this periodical, and later he invited a galaxy of translators as guest 
editors, including Yang Chenhu (Yang Xu), Dr. Zhang Zhizhong, 
Yang Zongze, Madam Cherry, Yin Xiaoyuan, Haifeng Yan (Brent 
Yan), Dr. Tongtian Jianri, Shi Yonghao, Ma Tingting, Ding Liqun and 


Lin Qiao’er. So far, it has translated and published poem collections 
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by poets from over 30 countries and 400 poem selections in more 
than 20 languages, serving as an intersection for international cultural 
exchange by introducing Chinese poems abroad and poems in other 
languages to the Chinese readers as well. Meanwhile, this periodical 
is a launchpad for some Chinese poets to gain international 
recognition and some have won the national literary awards from 
Greece, Brazil, US, Israel, France, India, Italy, Austria, Lebanon, the 
Republic of North Macedonia, Kosovo, Bengal, India, etc. In poem 
selection, Dr. Zhang insists on publishing the most up-to-date poems 
by both renowned and new poets from a wide range of countries and 
regions and the periodical has been especially appreciated for 
promoting new poets. In poem translation, Dr. Zhang Zhi holds 
quality first principle, and most of the translations are done by 
renowned translators—I myself have often been assigned translation 
tasks directly by him. It is for his constant aspiration for the premium- 
quality poems and translations that this quarterly has developed into 
a unique platform for Chinese poets and translators to gain 
knowledge of the latest poem writing trends in the world and to hone 
their translating skills. 

Serving as one of the guest editors, Prof. Haifeng Yan (pen- 
named Muxi Yan in Chinese Pinyin, English name Brent Yan or 
B.O.Y) was born to a family of a profound literary tradition. For the 
influence of his grandfather, a country teacher, at a fairly early age, 
he was exposed to the backbone of Chinese ancient classics, namely 
“the four books and five classics”, which had kindled his lasting 
interest in poetry and learning as a whole. Years later, this bright pupil 
of a scholarly grandfather grew into an upright, vigorous, and 
prodigiously gifted poet and scholar-it is very rare to have these 
shining qualities to be found collectively in one so young. In his 
postgraduate years for a MA degree, he had been trained by the late 
master translator of Chinese Classics, Prof. Wang Rongpei, with 
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whom, he had done a substantial amount of translation and developed 
a serious attitude towards it. In the DA phase, he had followed his 
famous poet translator supervisor Wang Jianzhao to delve deeper into 
the studies of European-American poetry, and American poetry in 
particular. If love of poetry is his “inner beacon”, he is always 
walking in the beam of it. Besides these scholarly influences, he 
draws heavily on life, both on social and natural levels- on the one 
hand, he has shown much interest in social events and try to approach 
them from different aspects and on the other, love of his people and 
land is born in his vein, nourishing him all the while. Till now, he had 
been engaged in traditional Chinese poetry writing for more than 30 
years, and some of his traditional Chinese poems had been published 
in his poem collection A Page of Rill and Hill. He is also good at 
composing new poems, which are collected in Cruel Moon, and some 
single poem creations and translations are occasionally published in 
Poetry Periodical, Jiangnan Poetry Periodical, etc. Over the past 20 
years, he had published 20 poem collections. In 2021, he planned and 
worked as editor-in-chief for an ambitious book series titled Orient- 
Occident Lit Collection(OQOLC), for which—thanks to his 
charismatic leadership—he had gathered the most talented people in 
this field to publish over 20 books in a variety of languages in a dozen 
countries, exerting quite a positive impact on overseas readers. 

On Rendition of International Poetry, Brent has published his 
poem renditions for ten years. In 2021, he thought it was the right 
time to compile these renditions into distinct poem translation 
collections based on themes or genres. After being authorized by the 
editor-in-chief Zhang Zhi, he invited me to be the editor-in-chief for 
his new poetry collection series, with which I gladly complied. 

The translation series is titled BOY Translation of International 
Poetry Series, which will mainly publish poems and translated 
versions done in the past ten years when the periodical was still titled 
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The World Poets Quarterly. Excluding those published after the 
periodical changed its name, the translated works mount to nearly 10 
thousand lines and 100 thousand words in total, if computed 
according to the general rule, that is, every ten lines in a poem is equal 
to 1,000 words. Taken into consideration the great diversity in length 
and form and shift in languages (from English to Chinese and vise 
versa), it is quite an accomplishment for a young scholar, a virtuoso, 
a professional editor and an outstanding poet-translator. What amazes 
me more is that Brent had all the talent, patience and passion to 
translate each line with great proficiency and accuracy, acquired 
through his poetry writing talent and voluminous translation practice. 

However, it is not easy to sort out and edit these poems and 
renditions into 9 books due to their bulky volume, long span over 
time, and diversity in pattern. Fortunately, Brent could attract a dozen 
more editors to work with him. It is indeed a stellar team of scholars, 
ranging from high school to university teachers, bachelors and 
masters of arts. With each responsible for a specific theme and subject, 
these people, with a stunning efficiency, helped to edit and publish 
his books within three months. To best embody Brent’s creativity in 
themes and genres choice, a few poems and translations are allowed 
to be anthologized in different books. It is actually quite a common 
practice in poetry collection editing. 

As for the publishing agent—the American Publishing Inc., it is 
quite a success story in its field, an enterprising agency that endeavors 
to emulate the six traditional publishing giants, led by Random House. 
In 30 years of development, it has made a strong return to book 
publishing with more innovative ideas pertain to the modes of 
publication. Therefore, this series is a trend-setting attempt made by 
the editor-translator, an active step forward, echoing Chinese national 
promotion policies, to meet our needs for cultural transmission, to 
demolish the old and build a new Chinese image and to let our true 
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voice be heard. 

To be an editor-in-chief is a huge responsibility, but it is also my 
honor to witness and supervise the publication of such a ground- 
breaking series, which is not only the fruition of a translator’s ten 
years of hard work, but an encapsulation of world poetry innovations 
in ten years. As far as I know, this is the first translation selection of 
a contemporary middle-aged translator, and it best represents the 
author’s great language proficiency and thorough understanding and 
ease in choice of diction in both SL and TL. The series speaks to the 
proverb, “Like a teacher, like a student”, because it is a sort of “the 
laying on of hands” by a series of master translators, from whom 
Brent has gained a keen perception of poetry and translation. For 
example, Dr. Zhang Zhi, with a global view and broad mind, has 
authorized and encouraged him to publish his translation selection, 
after he had provided him an editor’s platform in his periodical. I 
deem it my great honor to present this series to the reader, in the hope 
that all will be delighted to find a poetic mind as they read through 
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Dr. Li Zhengshuan 
at Hailong Garden 
Translated by Wu Chunxiao 
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RECOMMENDATION 


Faithiul to a Poetic Heart, Connate with a Rendering Mind 


Poem is untranslatable. 

However, poem is always being translated. 

Chinese poems are untranslatable, and can’t be translated by 
Chinese people. However, Chinese people are always doing the 
translation: they not only translate English poems into Chinese, but 
also translate Chinese poems into foreign languages. From the 1980s, 
the number of people engaged in translating Chinese poems into 
English began to increase in China. And it is gaining stronger impetus 
nowadays. 

According to my childhood memories, there were many domestic 
poetry periodicals at that time, mainly engaged in publishing works 
of Chinese poets; later, they would occasionally publish Chinese 
translations of foreign poems. In the last one or two decades, some 
poetry periodicals began to set up the column of “English Translation 
of Chinese Poems”, which indicated that translation direction of 
poems had changed from one-way to two-way: in addition to Chinese 
translation of English poems, there was also English translation of 
Chinese poems. Chinese translation of English poems is the input of 
foreign poems; while English translation of Chinese poems is output 
of Chinese poems. 

There are many unofficial masters, and there are many good poems 
that are deemed unofficial. English translation of Chinese poems, 
namely the project of promoting the go-out of Chinese poems, has 
been undertaken mostly by the unofficial. I remember a poetic 
monograph I read about seventeen or eighteen years ago, a sentence 
of which made me excited: In order to enable Chinese poems to go 
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out, Chinese poets issued a poetry periodical named The Chinese 
Poetry International. 

I felt so excited because The Chinese Poetry International (which 
was then renamed The World Poets Quarterly before Rendition of 
International Poetry) was just one of the poetry periodicals that I 
partook the translation at that time for each issue. Edited by Dr. Zhang 
Zhi, a poet from Chongqing, from 1995, this poetry quarterly in 
multi-languages has survived for 27 years. I remember that in winter 
of 2004, I got in contact with Dr. Zhang Zhi via e-mail, we “fell in 
love” with each other though not meeting in reality, and from then on 
I started my persevering translation of poems for several decades. 
One day, when I called on Mr. Xu Yuanchong in his home, he said to 
me: “You and Dr. Zhang Zhi have made a very good cooperation!” 
Upon his words, I invited him on behalf of the magazine as art 
consultant to the periodical. I also became inseparable from the then 
World Poets Quarterly, nurturing even deeper love toward it. Later, 
in addition to establishing the periodical, Dr. Zhang Zhi also planned 
The Book Series of the World Poets (Bilingual) and Book Series of 
the Empire Poetry, and published many collections of poems in 
multiple languages in The Earth Culture Press, Ohio, USA. Over 27 
years, Rendition of International Poetry has gathered or cultivated a 
batch of poem translators. Dr. Zhang Zhi the editor-in-chief adhere 
strictly to the principle: the translators of poems must be poets. 

Dr. Yan Haifeng(Brent Yan, B.O.Y) is a poet, translator and scholar 
at the same time, and he has been dedicated to Rendition of 
International Poetry for more than a decade. Now, Dr. Yan makes 
summary and sorting of his translated poems published in the 
previous issues of The World Poets Quarterly, shoulders the planning 
and coordinating tasks, and sets up a compiling team of more than 
ten members, to publish them as BOY Translation of International 
Poetry in the form of collection, serving as a subset of a larger literary 
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series i.e. Orient-Occident Lit Collection (OOLC) to which he was 
the general editor, and publish them to the globe via Amazon 
Publishing—I’ m delirious with joy! 

What a coincidence. I have once said to Dr. Zhang Zhi several 
years ago that, our magazine has been existed for many years and has 
published numerous excellent poems from various countries, and it’s 
time to consider publishing select series. Dr. Zhang Zhi agreed gladly, 
but this matter was laid aside due to shortage of funds and other 
obstacles. Now hearing that Dr. Yan is working on this, I feel very 
happy, and although he only selects his own translations, this makes 
a good start indeed. Those who engage in translation have alike mind 
in translation. 

In recent years, when browsing international anthologies of 
poems published by the western world, we can occasionally see 
English translations of Chinese poems, toward which I feel very 
happy. 

Chinese poems are going out. I hope we can— 

always be faithful to a poetic heart. I hope we can 


always be connate with a rendering mind. 


Zhang Zhizhong 
Early in the morning of March 10, 2022 


Songjian Hut, Tianjin 


eee 
xiv 


Me — Fhe API, INI PR AVA HS ACT. HEH 
UE SRA IP RETA. EL, STE RRA 
AME. BUA, PIN RAPA SA OM Zi, Fe 
AS MBIA A BER SITKA PHRASE Ph OR AY PE 
—— ASE EL ASIN Ta) Ak 0 Pe EAS a TI HE A 
US, Fras SAS ESSA a, HR AB FAP SSIs A IS 
BL, FFARR SAGA. mS DARE A ABA e oe SB, AE 
ia SLT RE 


i£.4) 4] 
2022 £3 H 18H 
Amie 


RECOMMENDATION 


Translation is the transference of information, viz. a word-for- 
word communication and exchange. While the translation of poems 
is the embrace of a soul and another, after which a new soul is born 
thereupon. Then the new soul starts its own journey, climbing over 
steep slopes and ravines one by one, before arriving at some 
necessary being—the fitting time and location, where it’d sneak 
untraceably into the body of a reader to commence another 
transference like translation. The aforementioned embrace is thus 
reproduced and, in turn, it promotes the inner reforming and 


regrouping of bone and flesh, heart and blood, to forge another soul... 


Wang Jianzhao 
March 18, 2022 


Yuxin Garden, Beijing 
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Anthem (and another two poems) 


Zhu Likun 


A wisp of sharp morning breeze 
hails from the future direction 
like a bunch of roses 
overcasting half 

of my quietly-lost 

lifetime 

Ah, the Almighty God 

all through my life 

only to 

those unhappened 

happiness and bitterness 

will I be indebted 
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After This Life 


Zhu Likun 


A citron 

that pierces 

my throat 

continues its breath 

in place of my 

ruined body 

upon which 

there is a flock of sleeping culvers 
magnifying the singing loneliness 
of tonight 


Love and pain 
are just the stars in the distant darkness 


(BRT (HSA) SEH 66 HE) 
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Untitled 


Zhu Likun 


Voices 

Lamp shadows 

Coldness of the night 

The vicissitudes upon your face 
The covert memories 

An all-over-the-place 

spring 

are more than the shyness I noticed in you 
at the first time 

Death belts out 

a song in the remote hut 

of the red moon 

The blossoming second 

is longer than 

the eternal love of ten times 
plus braised pork knuckle 


My prime 

heads for a thousand different directions 
I go home 

Nothingness turns my life into 
Immanence 
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Void Mirror (group poems) 


B.OY 


1 

In which direction should 
a void mirror be set 

to make it void 


if there is real void 


2 

Life complicates itself 
like a vacant mirror 
letting out nothing 


letting in nothing 


3 

The second when you feel no love 
look at yourself in the mirror 

Do you find 

the blue sky behind? 


4 

Can the other sober me 

be intoxicated again? 
Drinking a muddled refresher 


Quenching my thirst with acid rain 
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Can I still be enlightened to be a budda 
in this sophisticated society? 


3) 

You 

talk forcibly 

in the real sleeptalking 

below the stage is the booing audience 
The paralleled space 

is a vacant mirror 


reflecting your solitary figure 
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Vow in Old Age 


Shi Ying 


Thistles and thorns are all over the bumpy road 
that I have taken in most of my lifetime 

Never like cutting greens smoothly with a knife 

I took every step with much difficulty 

Always I would stain myself like I swing 

my blade to chop up the bones 

With fierce persistence and willpower I had 
repeatedly penetrated the brambles and dodged the pitfalls 
and finally walked out of the adversity 

Decades of bitter wind and rain though 

I had weathered 

The old me 

is as sincere as what I used to be 

Here I take my vow to give out my afterglow to all 
before my life ends like the setting sun to fall 
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On Practicing Medicine 


Shi Ying 


The career of practicing medicine, cold and hot in turn 
is the water source 

The gully splashing with the pearl-like sound 
always gushes out 

from my heart 

and accidentally turns into a creek 

weeping secretly 

to save a life on a cliff from falling 

It is just like setting off celebrating fireworks 
Satisfaction explodes with a loud crash 
When the line of death is witnessed 

broken 

an awl-pricked pain pierces the heart 

For decades of years 

I have always been living like this 
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Dream 


Shi Ying 


A delicate aroma is contained within 

A flower in bud 

Nurtured by the rich soil in the heart And then 
nourished again and again 

by the rain and dew accumulated through the years 
Gradually it flowers 

The aroma flutters like a butterfly 

adding color to the world 
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Toll the Bis Bell of Language 


Ma Ke 


From this night I wish 

to toll the big bell of language 

to be the defender of the dying voice 

The mute passion The silent memory 

The profound sympathy The escaping justice 
—Amen! 
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Daybreak 


Mu Lan 


Break the cocoon of the dark night 
Bring along the promises of the young 
Give all the wait 

a Startling surprise 


The riotous champaign again 
walks into another transmigration 
A tinkling nursery rhyme 

is sung by the ancient waterwheel 


Blooming are the flowers 

whose fruits split in the swaddling clothes 
The crying of the baby has 

opened every window 
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FLASH, mbkembye 


————— 


Green Grass Under the 
Tree (and another two poems) 


Lin Xinrong 


The tree grows by the river bend 
And more trees grow by the river bend 
They stand there as they please 


Under the trees covers the green grass 
Which in fact cannot be called green grass 
And which rambles about here and there 
And which could be called stillness, ease 
Or coziness 


The water is not so profuse 

Yet it is contented, flowing in rejoice 
and recklessness 

The sprays it stirs up 

Are no more than a small chapter in life 
It’s just like we are running in the wood 


How undivided! It sings cheerfully all along 
You cannot hear but sense all the time 

That the time and tide 

Would flow and ebb alternatively 


022 


023 


ATC: RS 
PETAR 


BRM AIF HAR, BER AA ESTE Hl 


7 


BEA A AE 
EWAN, —hetEZd 
—— RRR, WR AMA 


BYR 
bite: BA, XS, pide 
late F567 fie Al 

EMT FS ee WP I ID PR 
KAW sees IR 


FIA AY Fa FA a 
4h ee BLE Wa ANT ae AS Tet 


oe 


Time: Courtyard Receded 


Lin Xinrong 


How I wish to accompany you by the spinning wheel 
To be the thread in your hand being pulled out tenderly 
A basket of white cotton, spindles of yarn 

-- so long as you smile, you reveal your white teeth 


Under the tree 

A small courtyard: yellow dog, chicken, two lasses 
Bacon hanging from the eaves 

They all grow up 

with the spinning sound...Ah 

Rumbling is the thunder on the horizon 

Yet all of them are so tranquil as such! 


(BRT (HRA) SH 70 HB) 
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Dark Light 


Wei Pengzhan 


This is a dark world 

Where I seek for the dark forward road 
With dark light 

And the dark hand cannot cease 

I fear most in the dark and dank hole 
The darkness without any voice 

This is a world devoid of the need for a clock 
But I know the invisible time 

The echo of that cough 

Tells me to take my medicine 

So with the dark light 

I seek for the little colorless pill 


RIEL (ASA) SB 72 BB) 


026 


IRIE EARP BE) Sy UG 
HESSIE RS FE ke 
OE RE, RASA PA 
FIRM, tL¥F 
MEATS SEL A Neel a HA BC 
ESE BE ARCA 

Abe UT AALS, FER A vit 
REAR AGATE AGL — OE MEE FY BE 

AS ES Ne Tel A AS EY AS FB ee ABZ TK 
FEM ES oot Rd 

ARZE IER ARS BE 


Actinia 


Gu Pin 


This aquarium is more like a sinking islet 

where the actinia overlaps their shadows 

plotting every time to escape, whereas the infatuated kids 
panic once in a while under the water, perhaps 

in their palms are hiding the veins of a fish 

Every wattle of the actinia 

is a hearkening ear trying to flee 

from a possible sea-peril in the turbulent wave 

What can moisten the body is no more the sea water 
In the double memory loss of the reefs and the riptide 
the breath of the rootstalk becomes extravagant 
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Nostalgia (group poems) 


Shi Ying 


A sojourn in another country far away from home 
Gives rise to a secret nostalgic longing 

Only after a short period of time passed 

The nostalgia is just like the silk of thousand threads 
Pulling my heart and soul back to the distant Lion city 
Which is my homeland 

Where I was born and raised 

Everytime when I think of this 

The nostalgic yearning would surge 

And lap the bank of my heart again and again 
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Long-cherished Wish 


Shi Ying 


My diploma is not so high 

Just halfway up a mountain 

I am not discouraged though 

With Gorkii and Shen Congwen 

As my models 

Who shine like banners 

I strive on the way of literature 
Hoping that I could make it 

To the peak where I can overlook all 


To reach the milestone of my integrity 
I take steady steps each time 

Nothing daunted 

The selflessness of Justice Bao 

Sets for me another example 

Who gives off golden light 

I strive on the way of literature 
Hoping that I could make it 

To the bright spotless crystal future 
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Personality Purism 


Shi Ying 


The thought to possess purism 
Once flashed through my mind 
Like a rainbow 

Which was hidden 

When a haze rose 

And never appeared again 

The mark left deep in my soul 
Cannot be erased 

Its catalysis still works— 
Making me immune to seduction 
And the greed for money 

Thus my personality is kept lofty 
And as clear as crystal 
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Refueling the Torch 


Shi Ying 


Earning a living in the field of medicine and literature 
Consuming energy for most of my life 

I never ran into 

A light kept on illuminating 

In the darkness 

Which making me often step on the briar 

For my destination 

I went on suffering the pain at each step 

And finally gained 

In the midst of diseases 

A popularity and reputation 

That make me noted in the literary arena 

Even so I will not be heady with success 

I just deem it my duty 

To refuel the torch of Chinese culture 

And not to fail it 

Which would be like the bee making honey 
By so doing I feel like I’m in the spring breeze 


(REF (RSA) ER 77 HA) 
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Sharp Change in Sense of Ethnic Identity 


Shi Ying 


Chinese Language-No Longer the Native Soil 


With English as the media of communication 
The overseas Chinese 

Has got their mind westernized 

From childhood to adulthood 

Changing gradually their sense of ethnic identity 
Which should be considered 

As the original soil to root 

This thought, however 

Is dispersing like the fog 

If their heart is likened 

To a metallic piece 

China would no more be the magnetic field 
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Cause for Peranankan 


Having lost the soil to root 

The foreignized Chinese 

Is just like the duckweed 

Drifting in the wind on the water 

Though it is a small distance 

No smell of the dirt can reach 

The Lion city where they survive 

Hence the numerous groups 

Acknowledge no more their identity 

As the offspring from the far Chinese ancestors 


040 


“PAE AR 
AE 


AS BEABGE AS BEAR 
AS HE REIE AS BE 
GRAY AE ARE 
PRISE HE 
Fiske BARRO AN KU 
Fh fet A EES a EAN 


az 
az 


Ain? Rie 

WS AE ee — e He H H e FY A B 
PRR AE BEA 

FRA IMA SS 

AS eC AY PA te 

— 4S re Ht EE FR BL 

EIR Mea MY SUSE EA) Hie AB 
Reis BAA, WNT IBIS AE 


Sh FUT FE RAS SABLA TT 
SB FFP BRA 
Ne ee Sea 
LBA, UBRAE A UCR RE 
ALE TEBL, ACE A BLE 
, \ 


041 


Talk Between the Cow and the Grass 


B.O.Y 


Couldn’t I just think if I am not allowed to do 
Couldn’t I just dream if I am not permitted to think 
You guts are all about thinking 

While mine are about dreaming 

Which actually are the dormant but poised volcanoes 
Inside which are burning and boiling 

What is needed is no more than a chance 

Or an aftershock from a remote earthquake 


Your thinking is probably more daring 

My dream, however, is also bold beyond comparing 
Yours is a silent monologue inside 

And mine a murmuring by a runaway soul 

In this fake reality that has been hushed 

I need a dream-reader and you a Freud 


Don’t just open the water gate to my mind 

Don’t just loosen the rope around my soul 

Please let me speak, give me a chance to be naked 
Even in this heaven sealed by snow storm 

I'd be free and easy instead of being lonesome 
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Red and Blue are All My : : 
Favorite (and another three poems) 
Shi Ying 


The fire-like energy once 

Set the torch of my ideal 

On fire, for which reason 

I am attached to the color of red 
From my youth with black hair 
To the time I am grey with age 
The fire-like sincerity 

Never gets cold 

Also I like the color of blue 
Which is as tender as the green water 
Built on my heart 

Like an invisible dike 

Never surges a giant wave 
From the wind 

For the chilly reality 

My heart ripples like a lake 
Where blue and red mingles 

To make 

A series of sonorous notes 

In my life 

This harmonious tune is played 
For my senior days 

And becomes a melody 

And a way to dispel the loneliness 
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Children’s Voice 


Shi Ying 


The voice of a child 

Carries thousands of lis to me 

A four-year-old grandson’s voice 
Drips like the dew 

On my heart, fresh and cool 

It sounds even like 

A melody from a song 

And as clear and crisp as a crystal 
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Greenhouse Flowers Know not Cold 


Shi Ying 


If knowledge is acquired only through book 
And savored like tasty wine 

If self-entertainment and intoxication is reached 
Without knowing anything about the worldly sufferings 
And even the bitter taste of medicine 

A pedant bookworm like this 

Would be brighter than a street lamp 

Even though he is endowed 

With wits and wisdom 

Which shine brightly 

In the dark night 
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Lament for Disconnected Friendship 


Shi Ying 


When young, friendship is ink-thick 

With the wind and frost of life 

Getting bitter and bitter 

It finally becomes bland like water 

The once heated discussions in gatherings 
Are no longer 

We would even brush past each other 
With only a wave of the hand 

The friendship resembles a broken-lined 
Kite flowing away and vanishing 
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Under the Moonlight of Tonight 


Lin Zhiyun 


Today is an ancient day 

Tonight snow-white beard comes out from the sky 
when in the evening there'd be only Li Bai and Su Shi 
singing at a high place not visible to man 

Their wine flows over the cup 

moistening the eyes of the itinerants 


The usually light moonshine 

walks heavily tonight 

on the roof of childhood home 

Mama is getting up from dream, muttering 
and throwing a coat over my distant heart 
to keep me warm 


Outside the window 

are the white feathers of the moon 
All the rivers of tonight 

are flowing in the direction of home 
and countless trains of nostalgia 
jam up the road to the moon 
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052 


oo 


ARBRE 


Pubes Bs EPS 

WMA AAR, GRA 
FETE AS AR AG A fk ae 
BOA AFR F EPR AD 


WP AREA UE IEA 
PITA ES AISA EE SK RA Ba 
ALAR HE Te Ss a AB AS ZS BL BU A 
APAIBR S, FEABRE AY 
SEP. IAA ET AR 
FRA AN EB RGF RR 


Fos 


B.O.Y 


I conceal myself in the mantle of fog 

No one, including me, could even find me 
My misty and blurry eyes meet nothing 
My heart stumbles and no one cares to help 


Harder and shorter becomes the breath 

All of them raise their heads into a hue and cry 
Cursing cruelly at the once shining blue azure 
The sun has gone stray, in the smog exhaled 
Together by yous and mes. The still fresh green 
Hence dare not deride the winter of Jinan 
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Degenerating Traditional 
Thought (group poems) 


Shi Ying 


The Chinese tradition was once 
As thick as cream 

But now weakens against 

The wave of western ideology— 
Some of the young couples 
After they got married 

Consider it to be shackles 

To bear sons and daughters 
They are dying just for a world 
Full of sweet enjoyment for both 
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Eestasy upon Reunion 


Shi Ying 


After a departure of three score years 
The friendship of former classmates 
Became a thin thread of silk 

Which is cut off and blown away 

By the wind and frost of life 

But now as we encounter 

Each other and reunite 

The fuse of nostalgia is lit 

To set us to laugh with joy 

Hence the silk is connect again 
Brimming our heart over with sweetness 
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Relief Would Come Finally 


Shi Ying 


Making a living is like a mill grinding 
Without stop. Under high pressure 
Gloom in heart cannot be lifted 

When the Spring Festival comes 
Window to the heart can be opened 
For a short period when I'd leave 

The island for a leisure time 

To have a vacation in a secluded place 
And enjoy the family life with beloved 
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Mly Sincere Words 


Shi Ying 


Unselfishly I devoted myself to works 

Of different fields, which makes me undoubtedly 
a lamp illuminating the roads in the night 
Accomplished though, I don’t pride myself 

Just along with the other lamps 

I gleam during my long journey of life 

For I know very well 

That I should be modest as always 

And be refilled with oil to avoid 

Being blown off in case of wind and rain 


(Fee (HRSA) BS 81 HA) 
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Untitled 


Shi Ying 


The gale sweeps up the grey fog 
All over the sky to veil the azure 
Darkening the mirror-like moon 
And then they are about 

To conceal the shining stars 
Which emit light penetrating 
Through the fog like awns 


(RR (HSA) 88 81 BB) 
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Hum and Raise the Silkworm 


Li Meikun 


Do you remember in those years 
the ballad mother hummed by a winnowing fan 
after plucking the mulberry leaves with you on her back 


Do you remember your snivel 
the straw bits on the black braids of mother 
and the pinwheel twirling in your hands 


Do you remember in the oil lamp light 
at midnight mother glanced at the silkworm 
and went on with her sewing... 


Do you remember the silkworms 
It seemed that they'd never be fed up 
and inch by inch they gnaw away mother's life 


(PEA (HAA ) BS B83 BA) 
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Fate (and another two poems) 
Zuo You 

I dug a pit. I had been digging it for a while 
Then I looked at it 


and filled it again. No one knows 
what I buried for my fate 


(Fea CH ASA ) ss 84 HA) 
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Moonlight Before the Bed 


Zuo You 


The moon is a hole made by 
the dropping of a bare collarbone of the sky 


Just like a roaring animal hiding deep inside me 
I am a wound of this epoch 

A knife who cannot speak 

scrapes open my bright teeth 

with time during every day 


(Fee CHRSA ) BS 84 HA) 
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Secret 


Zuo You 


Those dead people 
they actually are still alive secretly 


Ever since I knew their names 
they had been following me 


Long before daybreak, I saw them 
So [hurried up, finding happily so many stars flying 


and changing into matches 


They strike matches one after 
another. The cigarettes burning casually on the tree 


They talked a few words with me and then vanished away 


( REF (ASA) BS 84 HB) 
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Walking Past the Graveyard 


Liu Dianrong 


Over there 

is the glorious imperial cemetery 
which was excavated 

for archeology 


The king died 
without closing his eyes 
All those pearls, agate and jade pots! 


Over here 
are just grave mounds over which 
a flock of crows are invited 


by the burning incense to mourn 


Ordinary people 
see grains of all kinds even in dream 


soybean, sorghum, sweet potatoes 


The moment I walk past the graveyard 

I beg no more wealth and rank 

I yearn no more for bird's singing and dancing 
I just want to bring with me 

the seeds and then hit the road 


in the sunlight, moonlight and spring breeze 
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For mountains, waters, clouds and mist 
because back there 

is no bank 

but tomb 


I want to find an arcadia 
to rest my soul in peace 
as soon 


as possible 


(OER (HAS A) RSS 84 HA) 
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It Can Hear, All My Words (Group Poems) 


Jiang Rui 
Hatch 


an egg 
goes 


under a quilt of paper 
would it or not 

hatch out 

a chick tomorrow 


Swallow 


woke up in the morning 
drew the curtain 

ah! 

suddenly a swallow 

slipped by like a falling star 
and gone 


Dumb Duck 


a quacking duck 

shut his mouth 

as soon as he gets on the bus 
is he 

carsick too 
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cm 


a little kitten sees its mom 
and mews on and on 

as if cries: "I'm hungry" 
"T'm hungry!" 


Bustling Woods 


the birds are chirping on trees 
movingly one song after another 
the cicadas are afraid to lag behind 
so they accompany with their songs 


Caterpillar 


the caterpillar I found last year is gone 
so cold out there, where is it 
don't catch cold I wish 


Clairaudience 


the young tree over there 
has clairaudience 

she can hear 

whatever I say 
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A Green Train to Autumn 


Tan Feng 


This is a green train 
Is it green? Sure it is 
It is a lush and live green 


With a green dream I get on it 
Expecting it to head for spring green 
On it, however 

While I am on it 

I see yellow leaves 

T run into autumn wind 

Ahead of me is a pool of dead water 
On which float fish with white belly 
What I run into is dusk—an encounter 
between the dusk and a full moon 
—a lost 

—a death 

—a departure 


Am Ion a green train? 
How come I am reaching autumn 
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Syrian Orphan Won't Cry 


Gu Yitao 
Syrian orphan won’t cry 


Syrian orphan won’t cry 

He can only stand on the ruins of war 
With his eyes wide open, frighteningly 
Gazing at the sky and the earth 


A screaming sky 
And the earth quite dead 


He looks dummy, no clue for ever 
About why the world put on a mask 


Syrian orphan won’t cry 

His tears are like the water in the river 
At hometown, which has run dry 
Naked river bed, hard pebbles 

The dead water plants decay and go bad 
One bombarding night 

He lost his beloved father 

One tank-rumbling morning 

He lost his dear mother 

From the raging battlefield he should 


Survive could be considered as a miracle 
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A child who lost his nace 


Reduced to an orphan 

Is like a blade of wild grass 
Blown violently by the north wind 
And forsaken by the world 


Syrian orphan won’t cry 


Under the dome where missiles fly 
Schools are but ruins here and there 
Not to mention the devastated home 

No flowers 

No lawn or meadow 

No butterflies either 

Song has taken over by bright bayonets 

And satchels are burnt by war fire 

No textbooks 

No papers, no pencils either 

The bell ring for class 

Becomes the alarm for air attack 

That lacerate the sun and childhood. Hope killed. 


Syrian orphan has nothing in his bare hand 


Bullet shells are his unique toy 


Syrian orphan won’t cry 

He didn’t expect 

To turn into an orphan one day 
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He opened his eyes in the morning 

Only to find his dad and mom gone 

He became the unnecessary to the world 
Thinking of the coming days of life 

He would bleed in heart 

No milk, no bread 

No food at all 


And starvation partners him henceforth 
Syrian orphan won’t cry 


In the long night of no company 

He counts the stars 

And himself as well 

Searching for his childhood memory 

With whom he shares a secret 

A private discourse 

A red rose 

A rainbow 

But now splinters and shrapnel rustle in sky 
Even the stars go hiding behind the clouds 
He starts to sing a mournful song 


Which finds no more listener in the cold night 


The nightmare still lingers 
They won’t stop shooting just because his orphanhood 
The poor kid 
Has to hide in the air-raid shelter to kill time 
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This Ss 


Does not care to listen 

To the voice of a kid 

Or to the moaning of a blade of grass 

The people in it 

Are all busy with invading others with force 
And reinforcing their power with tanks 
History, from the very first page, is stained 
With the blood of the innocent 


The all-mighty God, however 
Remains all along silent disgracefully 
His ears 

Are but a decoration 

His eyes 

Are always winking, in turn 

He cannot hear anything 

He cannot see anything 

Yet he enjoys the worship from men 
While the wafting incense smoke 


Blurs his hideous look 
Syrian orphan won’t cry 


At so young an age 
He has burdened so much with death memory 
War turns out 


To be a game played often by the world 
090 


FS CPS a EAE A ER EEE 
ABLE DEA AYES SoH Ed, AN) EY 
yt EET 

Je MEFE ] ae L, APE 


XM FE, ASLO Bk hs AE 
FFA, ALR AR TAY THA 
1X it Ft 
PORE, Re, eA 
AlAE BAAD HEP 

3 es ba lh 

FES, EMPIRE FS On Et 
KATA a 

BE AS EZ — HAE FSD 
LGR, TRAM 


PAE! UR AEN 


AUF! WER 
PREPARE, ULI RK 
HX -MEFRHES FLA 
AER, FEB 


fr | ’ 
ALFIE LAR Se Saiz, 
Fass 2 ALM — Se 


091 


Strutting around are those soldiers with submachine guns 
Those giant tanks rampage here and there 
To the death of common people 


The world turns a blind eye 


This world is becoming more and more detached 
And more often than not changes its mask 

It is becoming more 

Bloody, frightening and ruthless 

To make a huge mortuary of the earth 

Smog befalling 

Cold with it, breath turns to be heavier 

No language 

Can sooth a broken heart 


Including the scalding wind 


Oh, Wind! If you want to blow 

Please be harder 

Oh, Rain! If you are to fall 

Please be pouring and fill full the rivers 
To scour off all the vanity and ugliness 
From this earth, utterly and heartlessly 


Syrian orphan won’t cry 


And bullet shells are his unique toy 
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Pupil in the Rain 
Xue Wu 


Stepping on the ground wet 
is like keeping two naughty kitties 


Sticky, 
From head to foot 


No shaking off the mist and mizzle 
in the South of Changjiang River 
Soft stories whisper in the ear 


It is looking at me and you just like this 
From the deep azure skies 
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Seagull Observing the Sea 


Xue Wu 


Seagull observing the sea 
Is like Jung observing Freud 


Fishes are quite like fragments 
From thousands of years' memories 


There are in the dreams bridges 
From soul to body 


The rocks pushing the shadows 
Wave towards the depth of the sea 


Ah, history! Fly! 
Unfolding condensed or displaced dings 
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Homesickness 

Xue Wu 

Pushing open the glowing window 
I see a cross 


And a church steeple 


Low bungalows 
Seem bare and empty 


Time is pulling away their loneliness 
One by one like a creaky bed 


The sun is going back home 
With nott a single beam of light 


The angel is drooping his head 
Missing his home 
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Amorous Feelings 


Wang Aihong 


Winter comes 

And she asks me to keep warm 
Summer comes 

And she cautions me to keep from the heat 
Every festive day 

She would wish me happy 
And her festive days are many 
Like a close friend 

She care so much about me 
For several years 

Compared with her 

I am the fictitious 

The inflexible 

And a nuisance 


(BUESET (HLRIEA) 288 90 88) 
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Dreaming 


Wang Aihong 


I dreamt of many fish 
Big ones 


Swimming around me 


My fingers 
Touched one of them for real 
And I felt clearly 


I can catch it 


Not with net 
Which may be small 
But with a knife 


Slashing at the water 


I found the fish big like a cow 
I slashed at it 

Violently 

This time I caught one 

A calf 

I almost had its head off 

It looked at me 

With the wide open wound 


I froze there 
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It can't be a calf that got hurt 
It must be a unicorn 

Or a dragon 

I woke up at it 


But can its wound heals at it too? 


In the dream 

I remember I was catching fish 

My weapon is but the mindless mind 
The sharp knife in real life 


Does not exists 
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The Road that Takes Me 
Away from My Hometown 


Xu Yingcai 


Is a tow rope 

This end strapped on my shoulder 
The other tied to my childhood 
Wherever I go 

It clings 

And the farther I go 

The heavier my shoulder feels 


Although at different ends 

We are never separated 

I carry what you’ve rooted in me 

And by my nostalgia you seize me 
What makes the rope vibrate 

Is a jointly performed symphony of life 


(BREA (HAGA ) ASB 90 HA) 
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My Footsteps 


Xu Yingcai 


To her bosom 

Mother often holds a time-worn diary 
That has recorded 

All my childishness 

On the title page 

Are my first footprints 


This pair of feet 

Have toddled at home 

Run on campus 

And also weeded in the paddy fields 
Now this pair of feet 

Have walked to a remote world 

But every step I descend 

Still touches mother's heart 


( RRAT (RSA) BS 90 HA) 
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The Bronze Sculpture 


Xu Yingcai 


Has captured 
The long-gone wind and cloud 


The shouting 

Is a long howl of indignation 
Spurring the horse 

An outburst of speed 

And drawing the sword 

The gathering of all the strength 


The horse’s hooves 
Still drum up 


The meaning of the hero’s life 


(EEA (HAGA ) ASB 90 HA) 
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Xu Yingcai 


Time-tempered 
Therefore 

Like a flint 

Hard and intelligent 
The more struck 
The more it 

Sparks 


(RBT (HERISA) 258 90 HB) 
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The Wind of Time (another poem 


Cao Youyun 


The wind of time 

Comes from a mysterious distance 
Cutting off my hairs 

Loosening my teeth 

Dimming my eyes 

Drying up my skin, blood and bones 
Before 

Going through the hall 

To a farther distance 
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Rainwater 


Cao Youyun 


Last night, from east to west 
The rain roared past 


It fell on my mother’s grave 
And my heart as well 


It penetrated the nine-layer underground palace 
Reaching the dark coffin 


It rained through the pyramids 
And fell on pharaoh’s dry forehead 


It passed through the mists and clouds 
And fell upon the fading motto of the Sun Temple 


It washed over the rippling Mississippi River 
And trespassed in Indians’ startled dreams 


It swept through the barren Afghan coves 
And sturdy bulls on the Wall Street 


It fell in the middle of the Milky Way 
And four staring eyes 


Night fell on the strong back of daylight 
And the silent lips of the lonely 


The banks of the river 
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ez 
Has seen the sun’s rises and sets 


The banks of the river 
Has seen people’s sing and crying 


The rain fell on undulating wheat 
And heaving heads 


Last night, the rain crept along the fine hair of my mother 
And fell on word root, dusty and bloody 
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Three Birds 


Liu Dianrong 


A man of fortune 

Bought three birds from the bird market. 

He walked the birds and aired them every morning, 
And danced joyfully with the birds. 


But it did not last long 
When one starved to death 
One hit the cage to kill itself 
And one fled from the cage 


A man in power 

Received three birds just dwelling at home. 

He enjoyed the birds, flirted with the birds every night 
Spoiled the birds and got spoiled as well 


But it did not last long either 
After one died with rage 

One died with extreme pleasure 
And one escaped 


The man of fortune and the man in power 
Never apprehend the subtle connection 


Between feather and flesh, until they die. 


( REF (ASA ) BSB 93 FA) 
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im fe iD 


POSTSCRIPT 


ARB ST AERA ERR (1 


AEA) CH 


(EPR) ) 38 66-93 HAIER, FL 35 ice AB 
50 REEVE, FPERIR CE ee TW EAR AY FE J IP AE 


Ve Agi» RATT Pee ith OH A ANY TH) BCH 
ARM, AIS. VENER, 


(B28 [a] BPE 
HE LET AS 


FA BUT A — Be, WD EAT ESR, EAS IS AEE 


rir AJ S26 aj oT Fall SE ia Ag PS 28 SE 8 Bd eB TSP Be bel BE 


7 RMA AR, eae 


{EEE FEAR 


St Arig “AS4T” , WHER A AME. RUKH AE + 
DB ot. HES AK, OPES A a OA eB te — 


HA AtAltE, AUER TRALEE SAWANT, 


Ifa 


ASE HE. FEC EERE Al ERDAS EE BEES ELS, LEA 


ASE UE PS Be fit BUTE EH Sd ARAL HH Ho 


FERRETS A, ASR ARI FER} EZ, 
LAA Ee SEE PATRAS TS RE ACBL, FP REA ORAS 
RD>AA IA, AN EME SMILS, (HO ERR S AF 


AE “BRA” BEAT . ABA A “HE” 


be Atos A 


BPOCAS VE am (RAH), EQ — HLA Zo ARB ANT 


ALR SE AI IEZ— » MASS LEE 


TR, re BLA) BB RK EI I PY BE. As HK 
HR” FY D458 Fs] AY 7b Se SAL SR Pa SE CIE 
ASF FE 10 AE PEAT SEE WIE CL. SE EHF 
FY REAM EEA TA], AEE AS TD ARR, RHE AS EH pi 8 
AI-S RS MO ER; FUE SF ERIN AR AL 
lA, LMT AS. (AA, EEA 9 27 iF 
AVL, FRPESCHE ADS Tec) BBE, A 
RH FLAT ACA FR FEL IEE, FO ie SE 
% Peay BUI TAI, FPSEP BITE Ee OB A Ke 
TE, Raga. AT, BAS TTR, (ABR 
BEAT SKK, ANAL Se, SES ita SR 
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